


FLECTAMUS 
GENUA | 


























LEVATE | 























VOL. XIII. 


COMBERMERE, ONTARIO—MARCH, 1960 


No. 











In due time he was married to 


God’s Own Beauty : f 
We came back to Maria Reina 


in a long silence. The man had 


|a good and beautiful girl whom) 
he loved dearly. She too loved him | 


Another Friend Dies 





A LOVE LETTER 10 
ALMIGHTY GOD 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, Creator of all things, 
yesterday a man You have blessed 


with many talents, Rodolfo Guz- 


zardi, the artist, let me see some 


of the beauty You have hidden in 


made us _ contemplatives, like 
himself—even if only for awhile. 
We kept remembering the beauty 
You had hidden in the _ stone. 
Truly, Lord, God, You are every- 
where. Truly You are ‘a hidden 


God.” 


I caught glimpses of You wher- 


THE POWER OF LOVE 


By Rev. E. Briere 


| tenderly, but this he could never 
|believe no matter how much she 


| 








jlove me”, he thought. “How can 

Once upon a time there lived) anyone love a person so unlove- 
a very rich man. Pure-bred cattle|able as me, a man with a wart 
grazed in his wide fertile lands right on the top of his nose? She 
and his coffers were bursting pities me, that’s all.” 


| protested. “She cannot possibly | 





ever I stopped on my way. I saw 
You plainly in Chicago, among) 
my relatives, among 


with gold. But he was not happy. 
Many fine sons and daughters | 


friends of mine, in two of the!been born to his wife, a tender lonely heart, 


More and more he took to the 
solitude of his gloomy room, hid- 


young | who loved and respected him had den from all eyes, alone with his 


neglecting both 


By C. Doherty 


| 
| I had known of Dr. Phipps McDermott and met him many 
years ago. But I truly came to know the physician and the man, after 
| we came to live in Combermere in 1947. This was the year of the 
foundation of Madonna House, which came into being at the invita- 
tion of our good Bishop William J. Smith, as a Rural Apostolate, 
and as a Training Centre of our Institute. ’ 
From 1947 until 1952 I had the immense privilege of nursing 
the sick with Dr. McDermott. 
Fresh in my memories, are|gans... to be analyzed separate- 
many long vigils that I shared|ly and then put together — as 
| with him over a sick-bed or await-|part of a machine. In a word, I 





|woman who surrounded his days) work and family. ing the arrival of a new life. | saw that medicine was an art, 
with care and devotion, a valiant) That Bump on the Nose |When, in the quiet hours of the|as well as a profession. An art 
woman who ran_ his household; One day as he sat gazing at|night, over some light refresh-|rooted in charity . . . whose other 
peacefully and efficiently. his wart in the mirror, testing a|ments provided by the relatives—|name is love, and who is God. 

But he was not happy. new ointment, his little daugh-|we would reminisce about times I never knew what denomina- 

His arsenals contained the ter timidly tiptoed into his sanc-|of old! For Dr. Phipps McDermott |tion Dr. Phipps McDermott be- 
most powerful weapons. His army|tuary. Turning on her angrily|had been doctor, counsellor, ad-|longed to... but one thing I 
was strong, well disciplined, loy-|he shouted: “Don’t you know/visor to the people of this district|knew, that whenever I worked 


ordinary stones. And so I felt You| churches. | 
had sent me from Combermere,| [I sought a quiet moment with| 
Ontario, into this heart of Texas,|/You in St. Peter’s in the Loop. 
for some reason of Your own —/But there were too many other 
perhaps that I too might learn to! people there, and they came and 
praise You as I should. |went, unceasingly. There was — 

The painter and his wife now/|and is— more movement in that 
conduct the Trading Post at Fort|marbled nave than I have seen in 





Davis, where long ago the Indians 
came slithering down the rocks 
to massacre the soldiers. They 
paint pictures, and they have an- 
tiques to sell, and curios to satisfy 
the curiosity of the tourists. They 
also have slices of stone on dis- 
play, which are more beautiful in 
pattern and color than any flow- 
er. 
God’s Own Jewellery 

“I love these stones”, Mr. Guz- 
zardi told me, “because they are 
God’s jewellery, not man’s. Or- 
dinary stone. But look! Out of 
them, by cutting and polishing, 
we have made beautiful neck- 
laces, earrings, bracelets, 


brooches, and other ornaments.” | 
He picked up a stone from the| 


floor and held it in his hands. It 
looked rather ugly, I thought. Its 
color was a brownish yellow. It 
had a crust on it, like a loaf of 
bread, and there was dirt and 
sand in the crust. Then he show- 
ed me an end of the stone, where 
a diamond saw had sliced off a 
piece. I was enthralled with the 
colors and the pattern that had 
been revealed. No man _ could 
dream he would find such trea- 
sures of beauty in that heavy 
lump of ugliness. 

Lord, let there be as much 
beauty in the little stone that is 
my heart! Let there be beauty 
enough there to praise You, to 
show You my love, to give You 
joy in me! Why shouldn’t you 
find more joy in me, one of Your 
masterpieces of creation, than in 
that dead dull ugly stone? 

Theresa Davis, local director of 
Your lay apostolate house at Bal- 
morhea—Maria Reina—took me 
te Fort Davis, with Marilyn Wil- 
liamson, and Shirley DeWitt, in 
order that she might thank the 
painter for his gift to the house, 
a copy of his beautiful picture, 


passenger terminals 
rush hours. 


during the) 
Thousands of men 
and women storm in for the late| 
Masses. For an hour or so, around | 
noon, a priest walks up and down, | 
up and down, up and down, giv- 
ing Communion to the Faithful. | 
He travels more miles, along the| 
altar rail, it may be, than the av-| 
erage postman on his rounds, or! 
the average policeman on _his| 
beat. 

God’s Own Generosity | 

It is edifying to see. It is in-| 
spiring. It is assuring. It makes) 
one remember our Lady’s words| 
at Fatima, that Russia could be) 
converted by her children’s pray-| 
ers and penance. Chicago is cer-| 
\tainly praying — in its own| 
bustling, impetuous, rushing, | 
breezy, indomitable way. Chicago} 
is praising You, God, and asking 
favors of You. 

But St. Peter’s is so overwhelm- 
ing it distracts me. I had to visit 
a church outside the Loop, to be 
alone with You. 

I found a great contrast in St. 
George’s Byzantine Roman Cath- 
olic Church in Birmingham, 
Alabama. There the priest, Your 
zeaulous Fr. Joseph Raya, stood 
before the altar, with the Body 
and Blood of Jesus in his hands; 
and the faithful came to him 
down the centre aisle, to be fed. 
They came slowly, softly, two by 
two. They stood before the priest. 
He called each one by name, dip- 
ped the Bread into the Wine, and 
placed it in the open mouth. 

It made me think of Your Son 
standing on some little mound, 
many people coming toward Him 
with their petitions. “Lord that I 
may see!” “Son of David, cleanse 
me!” “Lord, my servant lieth at 
home sick of the palsy”. 

Christ did not give His Body or 
His Blood to them. Not then. But 
He did give them of Himself. He 
gave them comfort, courage, love; 





al, protecting him with ease from|you’re not supposed to disturb 
all his enemies. \daddy when he’s busy up here? 





Madonna of the Ages. 





He consoled, He blessed, He heal- 
ed. He gave them joy. 


God’s Own Servant 

Fr. Raya took me to the Ben- 
edictines in Cullman, Alabama, 
that I might see St. Bernard’s 
college, and the Ave Maria Grotto. 
The Grotto used to be a stone 
quarry. An old monk, Brother 
Joseph Zoettle, a Bavarian who 
came to the abbey in 1892, has 
turned the unsightly pit into a 
spectacular landscape set with 
hundreds of miniature shrines 
and churches. 

In his leisure moments, using 
whatever material was available, 
he made replicas of buildings he 
had never seen, such as the Al- 
amo, in San Antonio; the Mis- 
sions in California; St. Peter’s in 
Rome, the Pantheon, and the 
Colosseum; the Cathedral of the 
Immaculate Conception, in Mo- 
bile! shrines in the Holy Land, in 
Fatima and Lourdes and many 
other places. 

He worked from snapshots or 
post card pictures. And he used 
unbelievable ingenuity in his 
work. He made things out of old 
tin cans, for instance, or pieces 
of ordinary junk. Several lengths 
of BX cable, became stately col- 
umns in a tiny church, and small 
medicine bottles turned into 
stained glass windows. Bro. Jo- 
seph even gave the park a Noah’s 
Ark, and a host of animals going 
up a ramp to enter its doors. 

God’s Own Secret 

The Benedictine monk saw 
Your beauty in the old _ stone 
quarry Lord, and, through the 
love of his heart and the skill of 
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his mind and the deftness of his 

hands, he revealed it—this way— 

to the world. His life is written 
(Continued on Pag 4) 











But he was not happy. \Now go back to your mother!” | 


He was blessed with good 
health, endowed with an agile} 
brain, a fair countenance, a lov-| 
ing disposition. 

But he was not happy. 

None of these _ treasures} 
brought him any lasting measure 
of peace or joy or comfort. 

For he lived in shame. 

He felt with an overwhelming | 
feeling that he was no good. It| 
had become a_ conviction. He} 
oozed ‘“‘no-goodness” from every) 
pore. 

For Shame! 

He was ashamed of everything! 
He was not, so he thought, as de-| 
voted as his wife, not as brave as! 
his generals, not as capable as his | 
administrators, nor was he a re-| 
spectable father. Yet he worked 
as hard as his wife, was coura- 
geous in battle, directed his affairs 
brilliantly and disciplined his 
children with tender firmness. He 


‘up. 


‘night without the 


|quite plainly for all 
|'I'VE GOT A WART ON MY ‘NOSE 


But she didn’t move and silent 
tears pearled her lovely eyes. 

Compassion filled his heart for 
he was a good man, he went to 
her forgetting the naked sore on 
his nose and the ointments. In 
his arms she sobbed long and si- 
lently. 

“I don’t care if you’ve got a 
bump on your nose,” she whim- 
pered. “Nobody cares. All I want 
iS my daddy.” 

That did it. His mind was made 
She knew. Everybody knew. 
She didn’t care. 
Why was he trying to hide what 
everyone knew? 

He came down to dinner that 
accustomed 

and _ said 

to hear: 


concealing powders 


AND I DON’T CARE.” And he 
laughed, and everybody laughed 
and he lived happily ever after. 


Nobody cared. | 


|for over forty years. |with him, he brought me closer 


| [to God 
Deep Knowledge o : ; 
Often, Ate patient wan one hel When I heard of his death, a 


had personally brought into this|gteat sadness fell upon me. 
creer g His Fnowledge of their | Though I rejoiced that a man who 


ways and their needs was extra-|Served God in his neighbor so 
ordinary. Everyone considered well, has finally come to rest in 
him a friend. And everyone loved | the heart of God. 

him, with a silent but great love. But somehow, the world... 
At least I never found anyone/and especially the Ottawa Valley, 
who didn’t. Wherever he went, |and myself with it, felt emptier 
one could feel love and confidence | for his going. Even though he had 
and trust fill the room. He 'was/retired from his practice a few 
an extra-ordinary able physi-|years before his death . . . the 
cian. A diagnostician of the first|kKnowledge that such a man was 
order. As one young doctor said, | Still with us on this earth was 
‘after having worked with him|consoling and strengthening. I 
\for a few months, “That man is/have tried to pass on all the les- 
'a whole faculty of medicine in|Sons that he taught me to the 
j|himself. He can easily forget half|murses that continue to work 


lof what I know, and the remain-|from Madonna House, in his be- 
lj . and es- 





\ing knowledge will be immense. |loved Ottawa District . S 
I truly can sit at his feet and|pecially in and around Barry’s 
learn.” Bay, Combermere and vicinity. 


But working with him for sev-| But I know without my telling, 
eral years in the humble farms,|his memory will live on. For I am 
and small hidden houses in the|sure that parents will tell their 
most remote parts of the district|children about him. For there 

. I knew, that though his;are many who would have no 


was ashamed of his inability to} , Every man has warts on the knowledge was great, it was the|children, and would have no life 


enjoy all this love, this wealth, 
this power. He was ashamed of his 
shame. 

this power. He was ashamed of 

Shame covered him with her 
cold, wet mantle. Shame’s_ icy 
fingers reached to the marrow of 
his bones. The least unpleasant 
incident sent him into a frenzy 
paraging remark fell like a thun- 
der on his heart. After a victory, 
of self-accusations, the least dis- 
elation soon gave way to gloom 
as he thought of the mishaps 
which could have happened in 
battle. 

He thought he was no good, 
and no amount of argument, of 
evidence to the contrary could 
ever change his mind. 

What Wart? 

He thought he was no good be- 
cause HE HAD BEEN BORN 
WITH A WART that topped the 
tip of his nose. Not a big wart, 
not a little wart, just an average 
run-of-the-mill wart. 

Nothing to worry about really 
but in his life the wart stood like 
a veritable mountain, like an im- 
mense cave whose thick, confin- 
ing walls held him captive, hiding 
the landscape’s beauty, his fam- 
~ goodness, blotting out the 
sky. 

It had all begun quite unex- 
pectedly when he was a little 
boy. Even now he remembered 
the dreadful incident clearly; 
morning, the nursery, his moth- 
er making a face, saying crossly: 
“Really this wart is ugly, we’ve 
just got to do something about 
it”, and calling the royal physi- 
cian. 

Life from then on changed. 
They tried everything, sweet oils 
and bitter herbs, hot compresses 
and massages, unguents and 
ointments, all to no avail. First 
thing in the morning, last thing 
at night. His mother no longer 
kissed him, she ma ed his 
nose, tenderly, frantically, deter- 
minedly. 

Gone the happy days of child- 
hood, gone games and _ songs, 
gone his little friends who had 
played with him, before his wart- 
conscious days, quite unconcern- 
edly. But now when he came to 
them on rare occasions, th 
stopped their games, they seemed 
to stare at him, at his nose, they 
seemed to see the impudent wart 
underneath the powders, they 
giggled, they laughed, and he was 
sure they were laughing at him. 
He would run away crying, think- 
ing: “Nobody wants to play with 
me, nobody likes me, and its all 


tip of his nose, plain for all to/man in the doctor that helped his|—were it not for Dr. Phip 


ps Mc- 


see. The more attention he pays/patients most. He gave them the/ Dermott. May his beautiful soul 


to pay to them, the more will they | will to live . 


.. he made _ them) rest in God’s peace. 


blot out the beauty and joy and/smile on the brink of death. He 


goodness around him and in him.|made them laugh when they were 
We are the rich man of this|giving up the 
parable, incomparably richer, in-|them with the best medicine in 


comparably more powerful. God’s | 
grace has been given to us and/ 
our arsenal is bursting with} 


fight. He filled 
the world . .. CONFIDENCE AND 
HOPE. 

And all this, he did so quietly, 


mighty virtues infused at Bap-|unobstrusively—with a_ beauti- 
tism. |ful dry sense of humour that nev- 


Accentuate the non-wart! |er flagged. Though the long trips, 


ithe nights of broken sleep, and 
We have faults and weaknesses, | 5 , Cs 

: ’\days filled with crowds of sick 
but they are not THAT impor-| yaaaat hee Reka 


|seeking relief . . 
pent. We make Soo much of them | heavily on his increasiig years. . 
and retire in shame from a full B ge 
. , |one would never suspect it, in the 
enjoyment of life, from a battle vatiees ,. nationt ’ 
in which Ged assures us of vic- | P ~~? © agape 
Deep Faith 
Unhurried, sure of himself, yet 


cory. We lead mediocre lives, | 

jacking enthusiasm, lustre and vege 
conveying deep Faith in a Being 

greater than himself the 














on account of this nasty wart.” 


on the wrong side of self, the 
negative, the sinful, the weak. 
Our virtues fritter away from 
disuse. 

“I’m no good” never did any- 
body any good. 


The truth of the matter is that|, 


it doesn’t matter very much to 
God or to anyone _else. 

The truth of the matter is that 
God matters and the love He has 
placed in us, the life we live by 
His grace, the glorious persons we 
became on the day we were wash- 
ed in His Blood. 

Love is a power, all ours to en- 
joy, to use, to increase. 

It will cure all our warts. 





Winter Day 


By Sally Murphy 





Flat— 

And streets stretch off into 
infinity 

In all directions— 

Everything is squares and 
rectangles. 


The air is a cold slap 

The noon sky is blue ice 
The sun is a silver disc 

It blinds but does not warm. 


Not much later 
It drops below the horizon. 


Sentimental, clinging, clouds 
Are brushed aside 
By a lonely, golden sunset. 


Christ hides in a ragged coat 
He wears a surly look 
He blows his nose on the street 


-|his task. He didn’t like to use in- 


love. Self-centered lives, centered 
Great Physician... he moved 


on troubled waters with a quiet 

faith and certainty — that come 

from years of dealing with the 

pain of mankind. Yet, never get- 

ting cynical or tired or annoyed 
it 


I listened with deep admira- 
tion and respect to his stories of 
old days when he travelled by 
horse-drawn vehicle, in sleighs— 
across the snowy, barely visible 
trails of the countryside of those 
days. I easily visualized the hay 
barns where he snatched a few 
hours of sleep in the soft hay — 
while waiting for a child to be 
born. 

Whenever I assisted him on 
such cases, I always had a feeling 
that I was watching a beautiful 
symphony, a creation . . . his skil-! 
led hands had a paucity of mo-| 
tion that was beautiful to behold. | 
There was an artist going about| 


struments. He had a patience 
that seemed infinite. A knowledge 
that was profound. To work with 
him, was not only a constant ed- 
ucation, but truly an inspiration. 

Always he taught . . . the nurse, 
the patient, the family . . . simply, 
gently, and most thoroughly... 
in a language that each could un- 
derstand, with a beautiful choice 


of words. 
Dedication 

For years I was given to read 
in the book of a man’s work and 
life, the lessons of dedication, of 
a deep faith and conviction—that 
a doctor was indeed a servant of 
men—in the highest sense of the 





: COMBERMERE DIARY 


Somebody said the other day— 
that soen we'll need a traffic 
manager—to handle the car 
traffic; cars going to Latchford 
Bridge to catechize; cars going 
out on ambulance calls, on nurs- 
ing calls, on rural apostolate 
calls, on parish visiting, on meet- 
ings—of the Women’s Institute, 
Red Cross; on trips for express, 
freight, chicken feed, dairy ra- 
tion; on trips to the dentist, doc- 
tor—to meet the train, the bus, 
to deliver the Staff to the dif- 
ferent dormitories. Standard 
equipment calls for snow tires; 
chains for some vehicles, shovel, 
sand, and stones in the trunk for 
weight. And any and all are used! 

Our nurses and _ secretaries 
travelled to Barry’s Bay recently 
to assist in the giving of polio 
shots to several hundred people. 

Our good friend, Miss Farmer, 
who has retired from teaching 
school after many years of com- 
munity service, is privately tutor- 
ing two of the Staff—Guadalupe 
Zabaco in her pronunciation of 
English; and Charlie Webb with 
assistance in the three R’s. 

Mike Fagan and Guadalupe 
joined the family of St. Francis 
as professed: Tertiaries. 

Two of our old friends, Mr. and 
Mrs. Ronald Hay, and their fam- 
ily, are moving from Toronto 
to Trinidad. We wish “Ricardo” 
and “Blondie” God-speed. 

Five of the Men’s Department 
went to Peterborough for a short 
course on Propane Appliances. 

Possibly you too feel that it is 








word. And that a patient was to 


almost incredible that Easter is 


be treated reverently, as a whole already looming on the horizon; 
man. Not as just a house of sod ..}and we hope that you too this 
or a combination of bones and year enjoy the profundity of the 





He has no gloves. 


muscles, sinews and internal or-'restored liturgy and vigil. 





Page Two 


RESTORATION 














RESTORATION 


MADONNA HOUSE 
Combermere, Ontario 
Canada 





VOL. XIII 





EDDIE DOHERTY ------- 


CATHERINE DE HUECK-DOHERTY 


REV. J. T. CALLAHAN 
JOSEPHINE HALFMAN 


Subscription price $1. 


Editor 


00; Single copies 10c 


RESTORATION is published monthly for clarification of Cathelic 
social thought with the approbation of the Most Reverend Bishop 
W. J. Smith of Pembroke, Ontario, and is owned by Madonna House 


Apostolate. Authorized as Second 
ment, Ottawa. 


RESTORATION is a Member of 


Class Mail, Post Office Depart- 


the Catholic Press Association 





WHERE LOVE 


envelopes with foreign sta 
long sender’s addresses. M 
graphed... 


typewriter ribbons. 


turn addresses. 


are appeals for help. . 
or from home ones. 


read. Not all of us. 
—what stories. . 
those “BEGGARS of GOD” 


breaking appeal . . 
come from men and wom 


it as nothing. 


familiar climate . . they ac 
Cross. 

Their only motivation 
first in love with them. 


have the grace to see Him . 
they serve. That clarity of 


apart . . is to live oneself, 


the curtain of the Temple 
thereof. 


shining so bright against 
and simple happiness and 


their all—do? Except to tu 
of plenty, where the price 
ter 
its feet—a whole nation, 
mission. 


arus’—who ask from the ri 
from his over-laden table? 
ASK ...CRUMBS! 


... With strange addresses 


and Lazarus. And on their 


could sacrifice a lipstick, a 








about . . don’t you think? 


To each household in Canada and USA, the post- 
man weekly brings, these days, a certain type of mail 
that often irritates the household. 

Some of the letters come in cheap, gray-brown 
. not too well. . 


too legible, and others are written on cheap paper 
by hand, or on second hand typewriters, with poor 


Other letters are written on fairly good paper. . 
well mimeographed, or typed, bearing familiar A- 
merican or Canadian stamps. And just as familiar re- 


Yet both types have one thing in common. They 
either from foreign missions, 


Often, how often only God knows, we — who have 
become so familiar with those envelopes, throw them 
simply into a waste-paper basket un-read or half- 
. but the majority of us. And yet 
. what books could be written about 


In each letter, if one reads it rightly, and espe- 
cially if one reads in-between lines . . there is a heart- 
from bona-fide missions. 


all—their very lives—to men and God . . and counted 


They can take the hardships of a strange and un- 


the cold thereof, joyfully. Just as Christ accepted His 


Passionately . . they are in love with God. Who was 
But, just because they are “in love with God”, they 
For to behold Christ eternally crucified on the crucifix 


of poverty, disease, ignorance, is to be oneself torn 


day ... that covered Jerusalem at the time when even 


What else can those men and women do. . be- 
holding the light of the North American Continent 


half the world . . against its darkness and need . . its 
hunger for knowledge . . its desire for life, for health. . 


What else can these men and women — who gave 


inment .. pleasure and travel . 


To whom shall they turn.. 


Let us pause, for a moment . . before we throw 
these letters written on cheap paper or mediumly 
good paper . . clearly or unclearly, as the case might be 


pause. And meditate on the parable of the rich man 


For we are rich nations. 


and put it to work for us in the Lord’s vineyard. 


Yes, weekly our postman brings us letters . . that 
mean investment in Heaven .. . investment in Love. . 
for eternity. It bears thinking about . . and praying 


Is—GOD Is 


mps .. . and unfamiliar, 
any of these are mimeo- 
often making them not 


They 
en who have given their 


cept the heat thereof and 


for being there, is LOVE! 


. oh! .. so clearly, in those 
vision is their crucifixion. 
in the darkness of noon- 


was rent . . and the day 


the misery of more than 
decency. 


rn their eyes to that light 
spent on cosmetics .. en- 
. could put on 
let alone their own little 


. these modern Laz- 
ch man, but a few crumbs 
FOR THAT IS ALL THEY 


or familiar ones . . let us 
final ends. 


. and individually, we 
movie—the price thereof— 











For Holy Baptism 


in the Spirit of the Liturgy 


— Baptismal Robe Kit with in- 
structions to sew and em- 
broider it yourself. Very easy. 
Pure linen. $3.50. 


— Thick Beeswax 
Candle; $1.50. 


— Spanish iron candleholder to 
fit; $1.50. 


Baptismal 


— tg Ceremonies of Baptism 


Write for our free leaflet R 
St. LEO SHOP Inc. 
Newport, R.I. 

a non-profit corp. for the 
Liturgical Apostolate 




















A Good Library 


WORRIED ABOUT THE COM- 
ICS YOUR CHILDREN READ? 
. +. Wondering where to get good 


literature for teen-agers and your- 
self? 


Subscribe to Madonna House 
Catholic Lending Library. 











Only two dollars a year—brings| said 


you a wealth of books for every 
member of the family. 


Thirteen thousand books to 
choose from. 


For information write: 
Madonna House Library 
Combermere, Ontario. 





Eddies of 1960 


Theresa 











‘Tell 
begged. 

We were walking slowly along 
the highway that leads from the 
rectory of Christ the King into 
the town of Balmorhea, Texas. 
The sun was shining brightly. 
The day was exactly right. 

“What sort of story?”, I hedged. 
I had an idea she wanted me to 
say something about the weather 
in Combermere . . . “four feet of 
snow all around, except in the 
drifts where it sometimes mea- 
sured eight feet, forty below zero 
temperatures, rough biting winds, 
and somebody lost in a blizzard 
and crying for help!” I was 
wrong. 

“I’m so tired of stories in the 
newspapers”, she said. ‘Man’s 
cruelty to man. Man’s careless- 
ness. Man’s stupidity. Accidents. 
Riots. Massacres. Things like 
that. Tell me a nice story—-some- 
thing with the kindness of God in 
it.” 

So I told her the story of a 
church. 

“There is a terrific young priest 
in a “certain town’, I said, “who 
went looking for a site on which 
to build. He had very little money, 
but he had to have a new church. 
He had managed to buy the old 
building for $2,000 or there- 
abouts. He had made the improve- 
ments. But his congregation was 
growing fast, and he must have 
a bigger edifice. 

“He made a survey of the en- 
tire city, and finally found an 
ideal place. It was a_ spacious 
triangle between three streets, It 
was jungly, full of woods, brush, 
weeds, and trash. It was virgin 
soil. It had been idle ever since 
God created it. Few men had even 
walked through its tangled 
growth. So, the priest thought, he 
could buy it cheaply. The owner 
might be glad to get rid of it! 

Story of a Priest 

“A real estate firm owned the 
land. He went to see its president. 
He faced an iceberg of hostility 
and bias. 

“The president said his firm 
never let go any real estate. Land 
increased steadily in value. Some- 
day he might lease some parcels 
for ninety-years. But sell? Never. 
Especially for a church. He seem- 
ed to hate the very thought of 
churches. 

“The priest was angered. God, 


me a_ story”, 





he said, would get him that par- 
ticular bit of land, and not on any 
lease. God was a little bigger than 
any real estate dealer; and He 
had ways of showing His might, 
as well as His love. 

“He went home and gathered 
some of his congregation. He took 
them to the miniature bit of 
jungle, and he cleared enough 
earth to plant a medal of St. 
Therese, “the Little Flower.” He 
bade each one of his followers to 
pray to her constantly, so that 
the real estate man would recon- 
sider. ‘Tell her’, he said, ‘that her 
image will stay face down in the 
mud until she gets us this tri- 
angle.’ 

Story of an Atheist 

“Nothing happened. After some 
weeks of prayer the priest went 
back to the owner of the land. 
The gentleman laughed at him. 
He ridiculed him. He jeered. 

““So God hasn’t done anything 
for you yet!’, he exclaimed. ‘Well, 
well, well! And you still expect 
me to believe in Him?’ 

“Tt is not a question of whether 
you believe in Him or not’, the 
priest said.‘ But I assure you He 
will get that property for us. And 
very soon.’ 

“The man of the soil laughed 
even louder than before. ‘You 
and your God!, he said. “You’re 
wasting your time. Sorry. I don’t 
want to be rude, Father. But not 
even God could get that plot away 
from me.’ 

“God help you,” said the priest. 

“He went back to his little old 
church and spent the night in 
prayer. A few days later he got a 
telephone call from a woman who 
said she was a nurse in a hos- 
pital. The real estate man, she 
told him, was there. He was re- 
covering from a severe stroke. 
And he wanted to see the priest 
immediately. 

“The man of God had read 
about the seizure of the man of 
the earth. He was surprised to be 
called to the bedside. at could 
the poor fellow want of him? 

Story of a Curse 

“The sick man was just as rude 
and rough as he had been on the 
other occasions when the alt 
had called. But he didn’t laugh 
this time. He glared. 

“You put a curse on me’, he 


““Oh, no’, the priest protested. 
‘ would not do that. No priest, no 
Christian would do that. I have 
been praying for you. So has m 
congregation. You must get we 
so you can sell us that property 
we want.’ 

““Tt’ll cost you $25,000’, the sick 





man said, still glaring. 


“It’s a deal’, the priest said. 
““Cash!” the dealer insisted. 
“In three years’, the priest 
id 


said. 
“All right,’ the atheist said. ‘You 
have me over a barrel. You and 
your God. This is blackmail, you 
know. If I don’t meet your terms, 
you'll never lift the curse. I’ve 
drawn up the papers. Sign them 
and get out of here.’ 

Story of the Cash 
“The priest had the land. But 
he didn’t have the money to pay 
for it. How was he going to get 
$25,000 in three years? While he 
was wondering about this, in his 
tiny study, a delegation of Prot- 
estants came to see him. They 
‘vanted to buy his church. How 
much did he want? That Little 
Flower! Bless her, how wonderful 
she was! 
“Forty-five thousand dollars,” 
the priest said. He didn’t know ex- 
actly how he arived at that sum. 
He just opened his mouth to 
speak, and the figures were on 
his tongue. 

“Forty-three thousand,” said 
the spokesman of the delegation. 

The priest remembered the way 
the real estateman had said 
‘Cash.’ He said it the same way. 
‘Cash.’ 

The protestant echoed him. 
‘Cash.’ He took out a check book 
and began to write. He gave the 
priest a check for $43,000. ‘Nice 
to do business with you, Father,” 
he said, evidently proud that he 
had made a bargain. 

“God bless you’’, said the priest. 
“Now please forgive me if I hurry 
away. I’ve got to dig a Little 
Flower out of the mud.” 

We crossed the road and saun- 
tered back toward Maria Reina. 

“Thanks”, Theresa said. “Now 
I can take all the grief and god- 
lessness of the newspapers. But 
what happened to the real estate 
dealer, the atheist? Did he ask to 
be instructed in the Catholic 
Faith?” 

“No,” I said. “He got well, and 
went back to his old idea that 
there is no God. He thinks he 
made a sucker of himself, selling 
the land, and for sucha trifling 
price. His God is still money; and 
that God will never forgive him. 
Worse than that, he will never 
forgive himself’. 

“He put a curse on himself’, 
Theresa said. “Tell me another 
story to wipe the image of that 
man out of my mind.” 


ARIZONA WORK 
NOT DULL 


By Mike Lopez 














Casa de Nuestra Senora, Box 
334, Winslow, Arizona — Over a 
month ago Cathy gave me a list 
of things she wanted done. One 
of the items on that list read 
“write an article for Restoration 
by January 4th”. That was almost 
a month away so I did not worry 
too much, even though I had no 
idea what I was going to write 
about. Days passed and I never 
got a chance to sit down and do 
some writing. ‘Well’, I said to 
myself, “between Christmas and 
New Year’s things quiet down in 
this parish. Then I will have lots 
of time to write for Restoration.” 
Only it did not work out that 
way. Cathy came to the rescue, 
vw the January article her- 
self. 











CASA DE NUESTRA SENORA 
WINSLOW, ARIZONA 


And that is the way it goes 
in the apostolate, never a dull 
moment. As a matter of fact, 
most of the time it is difficult to 
completely follow a _ schedule. 
Each week I have some “musts” 
that have to be done, such as 
driving the school bus, teaching 
two hours of catechism and at- 
tending a few meetings (Boy 
Scouts, Legion of Mary, assorted 
parish meetings, etc.). Between 
these I do many other things, the 
“little things”, which are so im- 
portant in our apostolate and if 
well done for the love of God 
have great value in restoring the 





world to Him. Among these we 
have—fixing flat tires, of which 
we get so many. This is one of 


those among whom we live. You 
see, the streets on our section 
of town are not paved. So, 
when they are dry we pick up 
lots of dust and nails. And when 
it rains they turn into a sea of 
mud. Something else I do is to 
drive people to Church, for Mass, 
devotions, parish meetings, etc. 
Many of the passengers are 
children, eager to get a free ride. 
Sometimes they come to the Casa 
to get the bus much too early. 
We tell them to come back in an 
hour. Ten minutes later they are 
knocking at our door again: Is 
the hour up? Their notion of time 
is not the best in the world. When 


show such joy that you would 
think this is the first ride of their 
lives. Perhaps this reflects the 
serious problem that our youth 
here face. And that is, what to 
do with all the free time that 
they have on their hands. They 
cannot, or do not wish to, stay 
at home which is often crowded 
and unpleasant. So they go out 
on the streets and provide their 
own entertainment. This often 
leads to trouble. Can you put the 
whole blame on them? Not really. 





{Such environment cannot pro- 
|duce very many good Christians. 
|In other words, you have to 
build the supernatural on the 
|natural. This is why the doctrine 
|of the Mystical Body makes so 
|much sense, even on the natural 
|level. If we all treated our neigh- 
bor as our brother in Christ, all 
these problems would solve them- 
selves. One step in the right di- 
rection is the formation in our 
parish of a C.YO. Club for teen- 
agers which meets once a week. 
Our pastor, Fr. Hannon, is try- 
ing to develop a_ parish _ spirit 
among the people, making them 
realize that THEY are the parish 
and therefore should take great 
interest in all matters that con- 
cern it. And also showing them 
that if an adolescent gets in 
trouble, it is not because he, or 
she, is not good. But that there 
are deeper reasons that involve 
everybody in the parish, above 
all the parents. 
| Be It Ever So Humble 

| Home visitations are part of 
|Our mandate. I try to concentrate 
on the homes of the boys to 
whom I teach Catechism, or who 
belong to our Boy Scout troop. 
Unfortunately in’ the past I have 
not done as much home visiting 
as would be desirable, for lack of 
time. The reception you get in 
these homes is always warm. We 
find these contacts very valuable, 
Since it is on such occasions 
when you really get to know the 
people. Such is life in this house 
of Our Lady’s in Winslow. Often 
I stop to think and I thank God 
for His love and for this wonder- 
ful vocation He has given us. 
There is great joy in being where 
God wants you to be, doing what 
He wants you to do. 








Vacations 
For 60 


Everyone is planning their va- 
cation around about this time of 
the year. Are you? 

Madonna House offers single 
men and women, over eighteen 
years of age, as well as married 
couples with children . . a novel 
and interesting way of spending 
one’s vacation. 

For the married, there is the 
Cana Colony. A beautiful clear- 
ing in the midst of a pine center- 
ed forest, and at the shores of a 
lovely lake . . . where six well- 
built cabins are available weekly 
—from the first week of July. (be- 
ginning the first Sunday thereof) 
to the last full week of August. 
Dominating the cabins, the clear- 
ing . . . and even the forest . . 
stands a lovely chapel of Our 
Lady of the Lake. 


For it isn’t just a vacation. . 

in a lovely spot, that is being of- 
fered to married couples. It is in 
a manner of speaking, a unique 
vacation. For through the eight 
weeks, priests come to the Cana 
Colony, Priests who are special- 
ists in CFM, Cana work .. . mar- 
riage counselling, and married 
life and problems .-. . daily give 
talks or lectures to the parents 
on the same theme—which lasts 
through the eight weeks. . vary- 
ing only in richness of approach 
and the individual accent each 
priest gives to it. The theme. 
RESTORATION OF THE HOME 
TO CHRIST .. 
A broad title — that covers 
much ground. And embraces 
many, if not all, interesting and 
vital phases of married life. 

The cabins are housekeeping. 
Bed linen, towels, and all the 
utensils needed for cooking, eat- 














the inconveniences we share with |p 


the time to leave does come, they | P 
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ing, laundry, etc. are provided. 
There is no set price. . . for the 
week. It is left entirely to the 
urse and conscience of the fam- 
ily. Whatever they can afford is 
gratefully accepted. If they can- 
not afford anything . . they are 
still welcome. ba 

For this type of vacation is of- 
fered as part of our Apostolic 
work . . for Madonna House is a 
Lay Apostolate . . officially en- 
gaged in the work of RESTORA- 
TION OF THE WORLD TO 
CHRIST .. of which the family 
is the most important unit. 

Food can be brought or bought 
locally. Prices are very reason- 
able. . 

Cana Colony is situated some 
three miles from Madonna 
House proper. Baby sitters are 
rovided for lecture time, and for 
organized recre- 
. Square 

should 





two nights of 
ation for the parents . 

dances and sing-songs. . 
they wish to have it. — 

A Registered Nurse is available 
in case of need. 

In Madonna House proper — 
from the first week of July (July 
4th) to the first week of August 
inclusive, (August 6th) concur- 
rently, as it were . . and yet quite 
separately, there is a Summer 
School for single men and women 
interested in an unusual vaca- 
tion that combines pleasure and 
learning. 

Each week begins on a Sun- 
iday. Lectures start on Monday 
|morning of each week . . and are 
given twice a day, by priests... 
again specially invited to do so, 
because of their familiarity with 
the theme of the week. 

The price for single people — 
room, board, and teaching . 
is twenty five dollars a week. 

Both married and single will 
find such a vacation interesting, 
stimulating, refreshing, and we 
hope . . . full of an enlarged vi- 
sion of our Holy Faith . . and the 
reception of many graces. 

For full information on either 
the Summer School for the single 
—or the Summer School for the 
married .,. please write to the 
Registrar, Madonna House, Com- 
bermere, Ontario. All inquiries 
welcome! 


BOOKS FOR SALE 


Richard Carvel — with illustra- 
tions by C. Chapman and Mal- 
colm Fraser. The frontispiece is 
two duelers. The author is Win- 
ston Churchill and the publisher 
is the MacMillan Co., New York 
in 1899. It is in very good condi- 
tion. 

Romola — by George Eliot was 
published by A. L. Burt, New 
York in 1902 (written). It is in 
fair condition with the title leaf 
missing. It was repaired as part 
of the MH Library. 

Rose and Thorn—A tale for the 
Young. Frontispieces: two en- 
gravings, one of boy and lady by 
fireside, other of a hunchback 
and lady meeting on the street. 
The author is Katharine Lee 
Bates and it was published by 
Thomas Nelson & Sons, London? 
and New York in 1895. It is in 
poor condition with envelopes 
loose and the back cover and 
spine detached from the book. 
The Scottish Chiefs or the Life 
of Sir William Wallace by Miss 
Jane Porter and published by F. 
M. Lupton, New York — It is 
in poor condition with the spine 
and covers becoming detached 
from the book. The pages are 
brown with age and the paper is 
of poor quality. 

Serious Hours of a Young Lady 
by Charles Sainte Foi, translated 
from the French by Philaletes 
and published by Nicholas Bray, 
New York in 1884. It bears the 
imprimatur of the Archbishop of 
Montreal. It is in poor condition 
the book being completely detach- 
ed from the covers and spine. The 
Title page and front end papers 
are loose. 

The Seven Gates of Heaven 
teachings, discipline, customs 
and manners of administering 

















.|the sacraments among the Ab- 


ysinians, Anglicans, Armenians, 
Baptists etc. With the differences 
between these various Christian 
denominations clearly and simply 
explained. The author is Rev. 
Jas. L. Meagher and it was pub- 
lished by Russell Bros. N.Y. Im- 
primatur. in 1885. In good con- 
dition, it was repaired as part of 
the MH Library with the front 
cover glued back. It is superbly 
illustrated so as to show the 
Rules and Ceremonies of each 
Christian Church. 

Spiritual Exercises of St. Ignatius 
—with Meditations and Prayers 
by Fr. L. Siniscalthi, S.J., publish- 


,;ed by James Duffy & Co., Dublin 


in Ireland. It is in fair condition 
with the spine and front cover 
partly detached. 

The Story of a Governess — 
by M. O. W. Oliphant and publish- 
ed by R. F. Fenno & Co., New 
York in 1895. It is in good condi- 
tion with the front cover and end 
page partly torn from the rest of 
the book. 
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TRAINING OF 
LAY APOSTLES 


By Catherine Doherty 











We discussed in our past ar- 
ticles many phases of the training 
of lay apostles. Touched on the 
role of priests in that training. . 
on some academic subjects, and 
the technical means of using 
them to bring the spirit, as well 
as the immense verities of our 
Faith, into the daily lives of Lay 
Apostles. We have discussed Re- 
creation and its role in the life of 
the lay apostles. 

Yet, when all is said and done, 
the task before us is immense. 
Those of us to whom the Lord 
has entrusted either the founding 
or the guiding and training of 
lay apostolic groups, are faced 
with the super-human task of 
connecting, I repeat again, these 
immense verities with the reality 
of everyday life. 

Non-Connection with God 

For the inroads of Secularism— 
the divorce of daily life from re- 


Catholic schools, they still have 
|a compartmentalized idea of re- 
i\ligion. And it takes a long time 
before finally, before the connec- 
tion between the immense reality 
—which is God — and His new 
Law of Love .. is finally joined 
together with daily, hourly... 
living. 
“Short Circuit” 

I remember an incident in our 
Apostolate long ago and far away. 
We had amongst us a charming 
young woman... with an MA in 
Philosophy from a_ renowned 
Catholic College. I was supposed 
to give a lecture on the Mystical 
Body of Christ .. and havin 
contracted flu, was unable to do 
so. And I asked her to do it in 
my stead. 

Fortunately, I was well enough 
to be able to attend it .. well 
wrapped up against the cold of 
the winter day. 

I must confess, that I had 
never heard such a brilliant and| 
warm, deeply understanding lec- 
ture on the Mystical Body of 
Christ. Especially beaut'fully -was 


though they have come from good | | 
|\Catholic families, and from good|lost a front tooth. It had been) 





charity presented . . . whose other 
name is Love, and which is the 
bond that, unites 
Body—and, on,.this subject she 





ligion, has made such profound 
inroads in our modern world and) 
society, that the best of Catholics| 
are deeply affected by this. 

This can be seen all around 
about us. Amongst the TV person- 
alities involved in all the scandals 
of “Payola” etc . . were many 
Catholics, undoubtedly. Though 
not so defined . . for this was at 
the moment, unimportant. 

In several articles of both Cath- 
olic and secular magazines the 
question of cheating in colleges} 
was brought out, and seems to 
apply to youth of all denomina- 
tions. 

Men and women graduating 
from Catholic colleges in ever in- 
creasing numbers marry outside 
the Church... practice birth- 
control . . and in their business 
and social life, seem to have never 
heard of the verities of their Faith 


in studying which only a few); 


years ago they were 
such high marks. 

The situation is getting really 
desperate—and of course, THESE 
ARE THE FIELDS THAT THE 
LAY APOSTOLATE IS_ EN- 
GAGED IN RESTORING TO 
CHRIST. 

Apostles must be “connected” 

But before a human member 
of an Apostolate may be sent out 
in these various and immense, 
arid and stoney fields .. . they 
must themselves be “restored” in 
these same fields. 

I confess, very humbly, that in 
thirty years of dealing with such 
apostolic youth whom I would 
definitely call the cream of the 
Catholic crop ... both men and 
women, coming to us very often 
from renowned catholic colleges 
and high schools, with the best 
of home environment most of the 
time ...I, and those engaged in 
training them, have a big and 
difficult problem in making them 
see very simple and humble con- 
nections. To give but a few ex- 
amples .. 

How many a brilliant one, with 
a BA, MA, or PhD. . . coming into 
our Apostolate is amazed that he 
or she might be asked to work on 
the farm, the laundry, or the 
kitchen. 

A Carpenter? 

The usual .primary reaction is 
... “But I have a degree... why 
should I work at such menial 


receiving 


tasks. This is wasting MY TAL-|. 


ENTS”. No understanding is 
shown at first aboard, of Naza- 
reth . . of the fact that Christ was 
a carpenter for at least fifteen 
years of His life. No glimmer of 
the theology of manual labor ap- 
pears ... and no understanding, 
even, of its restoring qualities . . 
and health-giving ones. . is ap- 
parent. 

There is a strange pride, almost 
a snobbishness, that sits ill on a 
graduate of a Catholic College. 

And Reverence 

Little comprehension is shown 
also, on the respect due to the 
“creatures of God”. The quality 
of reverence for them is utterly 
lacking. Tools may easily be left 
in the rain to rust. Cars are driv- 
en carelessly. The idea that all 
“creatures of God” have to be 
reverenced and taken care of. . 
because they are “creatures of 
God” is utterly absent. And it 
doesn’t seem to be part of the 
curriculum of a Catholic College 
or Catholic School. 

Reverence for people is slight. 
Personal questions are asked eas- 
ily. Remarks about personal ap- 
pearances and little quirks are 
made just as easily. Humor seems 
often to be at the expense of 
someone else . . and has, if not 
big barbs, at least a few little 
ones. \ 
Thus, those who are put by the 
Lord to train this cream of the 
Catholic crop that comes to give 
itself so generously, are faced 
with the fact ... that these lovely 
youngsters have been _ short- 
changed somewhere along the 


truly waxed eloquent. 


So—elated, I decided to put her | makes me feel as if I am doing) moment—to lose all sight; and 
|in our Clothing Room to work/him a favor in coming to him to/in the darkness of 
there with the poorest of Harlem,| have my teeth fixed for nothing.” night, it sees a mystery made 
in One — but)... 


New York. 
She lasted three days. . 


In the midst of all this Sean 


planted there by a dentist long 
ago. And it had served him well 


until that moment at dinner to-| 


night when, for no known reason, 
it became dislodged, and he sal- 
vaged it from the food in his 


mouth. 


* * 


Maybe it began dancing too—a 
dance of joy—and danced right 
out onto the table. Stranger 
ae have happened in the Yu- 

on! 


* * 


* * * 


“IT just lost a tooth, too,” Ma- 
mie said. “So, Sean, I’ll make an 
appointment with Dr. Lustig for 
you and for me.” 

“Make it three appointments,” 
I added. ‘‘Because I have lost a 
tooth too.” . 

And then we all had a_ good 
laugh over the teething troubles 
of our Maryhouse family. 

cd °K as ok 


ok 


That’s how the _ conversation 
got around to Dr. Lustig. And it 
ran something like this: 

“He is such a wonderful man. 
When he is working on my teeth 
he makes me feel as if I am not 
a ‘charity’ patient at all, but the 


the Mystical|most important of all his custom- can ascend, and then 


ers.” 
“When I go in to see him, he 


“He is so patient, and takes 





+ Also: On Faith 











The mystery of faith is very 
great. What is, is not; what is not, 
is: for human eyes are blind be- 
yond horizons, limited by sight, 
or hearing, touch, and such: and 
only faith alone can cross the 
mountain range, and find beyond 
the great divide, the answers that 
all men seek. For there lies a 
country fair, where what is not 
seen, nor heard, nor touched, is 
real. 

There Infinity indeed pinpoints 
itself into a Child; there Majesty 
can be seen in a cave; there 
'frankincense and myrrh and gold 
lies scattered on a floor—wood- 
‘shavings all. There the Absolute 
'walks on bare feet across. the 
isands of Galilee, and God bends 
‘down to dring cool water from 
cool pools. 
| The mystery of faith is great. 
| For even that land beyond the 
beyond is but a part of it. 
| There is another mighty range 
that faith can cross—the tower- 
ing green hills of the Lord. It 
it comes 
face to face with a light so 





(conversation for the rest of 
|the evening flowed very easily. 
|There was much to think over 
jand discuss while enjoying the 
|coffee and cookies. We enjoyed 
that so much we had something 
similar at our party for Candle- 
mas. We passed out Eliot again— 
This time it was “The Rock”, a 
tremendous poem with many 
thought provoking lines—espec- 
ially after a discussion of concern- 
ing bearing light and witness. 
Beauty—Shared 

Or like our Epiphany party. . 
(this idea is good for any time of 
the year) ... We asked each per- 
son to bring with them something 
of beauty, a record, a poem, a 
painting, whatever they wanted 
to share with the rest of the 
group. We went around the circle, 
each one telling about their thing 
of beauty. The carvings, and sea 
shells, and flowers and _ other 
items were passed around — the 
poems and passages read, the 
music enjoyed, the movie (we 
borrow them free from our public 
library) viewed. 

Or like seeing the “Miracle 
Plays’’, at one of the local colleges 
—several people were inspired to 
try the same thing at home with 
their children during the holidays 
—we tried charades (we play the 





bright that it seems—just for a 
a strange 


manifest—Three 


and /|such great care and pains to save only as a sun, that moves and 


then she came to me, and gave|my teeth. I had one that was all| moves: now appears so clearly to 
me a rather well thought-out and|cavity. 1 am sure any other den-|the sight, and vanishes again but| : j 
most eloquent speech on why it) tist would have pulled it. As busy|to return, and enchants and a-|among friends with a much smal- 
was impossible for her to serve | as he is, he spent an hour filling | rouses a soul into a strange ecsta-|ler group is equally as refreshing 


these people . . because they) 
weren’t clean, many were drunk, | 
and generally they were not “her'| 
kind of people”. 


it ” 


* a * * 


Then Mamie said: “Not only 


|does he do all our dental work for 


sy. Immense is the mystery of| 
faith that goes so far and comes| 
so near, and in its utter purity, | 


and childlike simplicity alone| 


variety where a small group acts 
out the theme) using a bible story 
for the basis—This was great fun 
as are other kinds of themes also 
(For the All Saints party we 
had incidents in the lives of 
saints). 

Sometimes the evenings spent 


and creative. 

Some friends enjoy doing cre- 
ative things, so when they invite 
others over it’s for an evening of 


The severing of academic knowl-|nothing, but on the 3rd or 4th of;can behold the face of God and|helping to refinish furniture—or 


edge from the reality of daily life|each month we get a check from live. For faith is a gift; and by/work in ceramics. Another couple | 
not |him—a donation of ten dollars.|the Giver enhanced; and faith is| have people over for art work—to 
with us any more, naturally. But|And when I write and thank him,|a stairway, a path that leads|make cards (Christmas, Easter), bom i with o 
. the same he writes me back and says that|straight to the Triune God; and|or perhaps a wall Roto & 


here was complete. She is 
the same questions. . 
attitudes . . rear their ugly head_| 
daily. 

It is vitally important . . that 
those in charge of lay aposolates. 

. realize this . . . and so present} 
their teachings, and implement) 





their training, so as to make this|}and went into her office. She re-| dead; with it, all is life. What the|ing, but don’t get to make fancy| 


it is he that should be thanking 
us for what we are doing for the 
city and the people of Whitehorse 
... and not we thanking him.” 

* * * * 


Mamie got up from the table 


‘in its land all things that are so 
/unreal to the children of men be- 
;come simple and clear. 

Great is the mystery of faith—| 
a key that opens the way to hope 
and charity. Without it, all is| 


Ip 


hanging on 
white butcher paper for a special 
occasion—using a verse from the 
salms. The guests. bring their 
paper, the hosts supply the tools 
to work with. 

Some ladies we know enjoy bak- 


connection unmistakably clear. It| turned with the latest folio of the|soul hungers for, will be placed | things too often. Occasionally of 


is an immense task. | ‘‘Maryhouse Scrapbook”. And she at its door by 
‘read to us a letter that she re-|soul thirsts for will be placed in| together undisturbed by “little! 


It is much longer and much} 
more ardous than one would ex- 
pect at first aboard. 


Norther Lights 


Father Eugene Cullinane 














Eddie, our editor, has graciously 
invited me to write a monthly col- 
umn for RESTORATION. It may 
take a few months for me to get 
“warmed up” to the new job. You 
see, it has been twenty-two years 
since I last wrote a column for a 
newspaper. That was back in 1937 
and 1938 when I wrote a column 
from Washington, D.C. for the So- 
cial Justice monthly started by 
Catherine in Ottawa, called SO- 
CIAL FORUM. I think I called 
that column “Listen, Canada.” 

oo co * * 

I have chosen to call this col- 

umn “Northern Lights.” 
* * oo oe 


Why? 

The answer is simple. I love 
Light. And I love the North. And 
I think the Northern Lights one 
sees up here in the Arctic region 
are breath-taking in their beauty 
. . and most profound in their 
display of God’s love, God’s 
beauty, God’s power . . . reflected 
through Our Lady’s grace and 
gracefulness. Our Lady of the 
Yukon, I mean. 

* * * * 

The Northern Lights dance to 
the music of Her lullabies. And 
Her lullaby is always a song of 
love. 

* * ae * 

We had a wonderful dinner at 
Maryhouse this Sunday evening, 
the Feast of St. John Bosco, 1960. 
We weren’t celebrating anything, 
and yet we were celebrating 


everything. 
* 


* %* 


There was Mamie at one end 
of the table, and I was at the 
other. Sean O’Callaghan was at 
my left, Mary Ruth at my right. 
Doreen Rousseau was on Mary’s 
right, next to Mamie. Paul Hol- 
land was absent, supervising the 
Indian Boys’ Sunday dinner at 
St. Catherine’s next door to 
Maryhouse. 

* * ca - 

Why were we celebrating EVE- 
RYTHING? Because we were, I 
am sure, the happiest and most 
joyful family in Whitehorse. I 
would go even further and say 
‘in the Far North.” 

* * * * 

The joy was in each of us. And 
each communicated it to all the 
others. So that our hearts were, 
in some way, leaping and dancing 
and playing, as do the Northern 
Lights. And we were in tune with 
them .. and with Our Lady’s 
grace, and gracefulness, and 





loveliness, and JOY! 





line of their few years. And 


‘ 


ceived from Dr. Lustig, dated 
September 3rd, 1959. Here is the 
letter: 

“Dear Miss Legris: 

“Thank you for your nice letter. 

“I would only like to point out 
that it is you and your group that 
should be thanked for the Mary- 
house institution and for all the 
wonderful work you are doing. 


|Today in Whitehorse Maryhouse 


is a symbol of “doing good to 
others,” of charity and kindness; 
and for this reason it is praised 
by everybody, Catholics and, non- 
Catholics. 
“Thank you. 
(Signed) E. Lustig 


rn 





P 


A hundred thousand acts of 
love by the staffworkers of Mary- 


house went into the making of|! 


that lettér—Kathleen freezing in 
a heatless chapel at 40 below; 
Louie chopping down a thousand 
trees in the bush, building ten 
thousand wood fires; Mamie bak- 
ing, cleaning, struggling, striv- 
ing, penniless but building any- 
way, always fighting against 
what seemed like hopeless odds— 
and so on for all the staffworkers 
that have been here in the past 
six years and have honestly tried 
to die-to-self in order to love the 
Lord in His Poor. 

And we are the poorest of the 
Poor. We can’t afford even a 
cheap dentist, because we own 
nothing. But the Lord has kept 
His word, as He always does. And 
says to our lay apostles as He 
said to the apostles of old: “Have 
you lacked anything you need- 
ed?” And our answer is the same 
as theirs: “No, Lord.” 

But something even more won- 
derful is happening in the North. 
Northern Lights. 

“He is the true Light that en- 
lightens every man who comes 
into the world . . The Light is 
shining in the darkness.” The 
northern darkness. And the dark- 
ness is beginning to understand 
. .and comprehend . . AND LOVE 


the Light. 


faith; what the| 


the goblet of the soul in faith. 
Many dreams that a_ soul 
dreams will come true; if, in 
\faith, they are dreamed in the 
Lord. 
Faith is a power so immense 
and so strong that it will flatten 


song: it will make a cloud descend 
and kneel at its feet, and it will 
sit upon it, and on a cloud will 
travel the universe and return 
to whence it came. 

Faith will heal all ills of men 
with a touch of a simple work-a- 
day human Hand—be it leper or 
centurion’s servant. 

Faith will take the impossible, 


the range of mountains with a) 


an evening two or three will get 


ones” and make goodies. These in 
turn are shared with others—the 
elderly, the sick, the mother with 
a new baby. 





and make a toy of it, and play! 
with it, like a child with a ball;| 
and conquer it; and the impos-| 
sible will be possible: for faith will | 
make it the servant of its reality, 
which is rooted in intangibility. | 

Faith gives courage to a child 
that still suckles; to a_ girl, an 
Agnes, whose head has beautiful 
curls, and whose heart is as lim- 
pid as a brook in the spring. It 
will conquer the army of evil, for 
no army stands its assault. 

Faith is a song, a magician of 
God, a key, a road. 

Great is the mystery of faith 
that turns the sea of pain into 
a sea of joy; and brings the Ab- 
solute to earth so that a Magdalen 
can kiss His bare feet. 





Fun is Easy 


By Mary K. Rowland 








Stella Maris House — Portland, 
Oregon—We are constantly dis- 
covering how little it takes to 
have a wholesome, creative good 
time—once our thoughts are at- 
tuned to it. 

Like the night some of us went 
to supper at a friend’s . . . Two 
people were taking a course in 
the Old Testament being given 
free at the local Catholic college 
for girls. This topic of conversa- 
tion soon came up. We spent sev- 
eral hours discussing the Bible— 
some of the stories in it—their re- 
lation to our present liturgy and 
ourselves—the role of the Bible in 
our faith and with our non-Cath- 
olic friends. When we got ready 
to go home it suddenly struck 
everyone. “‘This has been wonder- 
ful!” We had been mentally stim- 
ulated, learned something, loved 
God more by seeing His tender- 
ness and mercy throughout his- 
tory, and grown much closer to 
one another. 

Murder—Pleasant? 

Or like the feast of Thomas-a- 
Becket . . .We got as many copies 
as possible from the library of 
Eliot’s “Murder in a Cathedral”. 
We gathered around the fireplace 
with friends, and read this won- 
derful play—each one taking his 








STELLA MARIS HOUSE 
PORTLAND, OREGON 


Other—Ways 

When the weather is nice two 
or three mothers agree to get to- 
gether and have an afternoon in 
the park. (We have many small 
neighborhood parks in Portland). 
They have found going by them- 
selves they don’t quite make it. 
The children look forward to an) 
“outing” and being with their 
friends. The mothers enjoy the 
sun and fresh air, and being away 
from the house for a few hours. 

We have some friends who live 
in apartments or rooms. Now 
that the weather is nice they come 
on Saturdays to help with the 
garden. Just being out of doors 
doing manual work — working 
with the earth is refreshing and 
renewing. 

One Mother’s ability to bake 
bread for her family consistently 
has encouraged others to do like- 
wise. The newcomers to the bak- 
ing field feel greatly rewarded 
and wondered how they could 
have hesitated so long. 

Often all we need is just to 
read about and discuss these 
things . . the making of our own 
bread, sewing the clothes for the 
family, the best way to take care 
of the yard, and we begin to make 
the connections between God and 
nature ... the natural and the 
supernatural—Life takes on more 
meaning, becomes richer, fuller— 
We share in God’s creativity and 
grow more like Him — enjoying) 
His beauty and life here in prep- 
aration to enjoying it forever 





| Talk About 
Hats 


By Norma St. Clair 











| Father, I have distractions dur- 
'ing Mass. 

A concoction of a hat of such a 
\delectable shade of pink, and of 
such utter charm of design as to 
‘stop me dead in the following 
‘of the Mass while I feast my eyes 
‘on its simplicity of net and flow- 
ier, and—almost—adore. 

Another hat, also of beautiful 
simplicity of design, but of utter 
|reticence and piety, atop a dark 
head bent against a white prayer 
'book. Ahead just back from the 
Communion rail and so deep in 
‘communion with the Lord as to 
|be entirely oblivious to the crowd 
istanding, sitting, and kneeling 
‘around her; a face so startlingly 
‘white and pure as to be breath- 
|taking when it finally looked up 
,and began again to take part 
|in the Mass—with so much spir- 
|itual depth as to force me to look 
away. 

To See—To Squirm 

A small figure coming up the 
icentre aisle. A perfect figure. A 
beautiful figure, with a small hat 
set amidst a lovely cap of curls, 
a small elegant fur stole draped 
over shapely shoulders, a_ slim, 
expensive-looking skirt, seamless 
stockings on the most beautiful 
legs I have ever seen, tiny, strap- 
less, high-heeled sandals—coming 
cautiously, hesitatingly, finally 
'choosing a pew, making a wav- 
fering, left-kneed genuflection, 
|sinking gratefully onto a kneeler. 
| A charming picture. A young 
|couple and a small baby. But a 
picture that disturbed me and 
made me squirm. The mother, a 
fresh com- 
plexion, a scarf over her hair, held 
the baby and gazed adoringly at 
it during most of the Mass, while 
ithe husband and father gazed 
jadoringly, first at the baby, then 
at the mother. My mean inner 
|self said scornfully, “Madonna in 
a Kerchief”. My conscience re- 
|buked me, and I continued to 
| squirm. 

A young slightly harried-look- 
{ing mother and one small boy sit- 
|ting near the front, the mother 
|whispering occasionally to the 
child, who whispers loudly to the 
altar—“Hello, Jesus!” “Jesus I 
love You’, during the elevation 
of the Host. ‘‘Thank You for the 
Mass,” before they left. The an- 
noyed glances of an old cross- 
looking man just ahead of them. 

Angel with a Pore 

Two teen-age girls in a fit of 
helpless giggles, shoulders shak- 
ing. They reminded me of a sim- 
ilar incident in my own youth, 
when something completely mun- 
|dane and uninspiring during ben- 
ediction suddenly took on the as- 
pect of a three ring circus, re- 
ducing me to the same condition 
|of helpless hilarity, and at the 
;}same time, acute embarrassment. 

A group of small girls ushered 
into a pew near the front, most 
of them plain, ordinary-looking 
children, but one a -veritable 
angel—blonde ringlets, pretty 
little face, fur-trimmed hat and 
coat. The angel sets out immedi- 
ately to disturb the whole vicin- 
ity with her sly _ little pinches, 
pokes, and general trouble-mak- 





| 
| 


ing! 
Hats, hats, hats, Black hats, 
white hats, red, pink, mauve, 


coral, peach, orange, scarlet hats! 
Green, grey, olive, lime, yellow 
hats! Feathered hats, tiered hats! 
Bowl-shaped, turban-type, veiled, 
ribboned, rhinestoned, sequined! 
Surely the good St. Paul must re- 
gret his well-intentioned rule and 
fervently wish for a change, as I 





Pictured here are Staffer Terry 
Richaud, and Guest Rosa Lacter- 
man baking bread in the Quebec 
outdoor oven at St. Benedict’s 
Farm. The fire is built directly 
in the oven; then when the 
stones are warmed, the coals are 
raked out; the bread placed in 
to bake in the even heat. The 
finished product meets with an 
enthusiastic reception, and des- 








part in the reading. The 


hereafter. 


patch! 
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View of part of the Ave Maria Grotto, Cullman, Alabama. The 


Grotto consists of over 125 miniature reproductions of famous churches, 
shrines, and buildings from all over the world. These cover three acres, 
and are the work of Brother Joseph, a Benedictine, and it has been a 


forty year project. 


Peter’s in Rome, 


LOVE LETTERS 


(Continued from Page 1) : 
all over that four-acre park. His 
life and his love. God, even when 
You take pains to hide Yourself, 
some one who loves You, finds 
and reveals You. Love learns 
Your secrets. 

Here, Lord, in this far-south 
branch of Madonna House, Your 
fiery young priest, Fr. Thomas 
Rowland, has started the first 
regular catechism classes ever 
held in this section of Your earth. 
And many of the children are 
attending. i. 

They have learned in the Mass, 
to answer some of Father’s Latin. 
When he says “Dominus vobis- 
cum”, they shout “Et cum spiritu 
tuo”—though sometimes the lis- 
tener isn’t sure there are one “tu 
or two “tus” in the response. 

God’s Own Laity 

Because of a lack of priests the 
children of Balmorhea and Sara- 
gosa, American children of Mexi- 
can parents, have had little op- 
portunity of learning their relig- 
ion. Fr. Rowland is revealing it 
to them, as the painter revealed 
the glory of the stone to me. And 
the Staff Workers of Maria Reina 
are doing everything in their 
power to help him. 

I always knew there was beauty 
in stones, Lord. I have picked up 
many because of their colors, or 
their lines, or the delicate designs 
they showed me. But I never look- 
ed inside a stone before. Now I 
wish I could look into people too 
—with the eyes of the spirit. How 
many ugly appearing souls have 
hidden splendor in them. 

A stone is only a_ stone and 
doesn’t know what loveliness it 
contains. I am a stone too. I 
know, though, that there is some 
good in me, some gratitude to 
You, some love for You. Increase 
the good Lord, swell the thankful- 
ness, and multiply the love until 
it explodes and breaks the stone 
to powder. Your grimy little 
pebble. Eddie. 








“Deep in the 
Heart of....” 


By Joe Walker 











La Casa Maria Reina, Box 252, 
Balmorhea, Texas — The people 
of Balmorhea are very generous 
with their food donations. We are 
happy to receive these gifts which 
enable us to use our money to 
pay bills and buy only the things 
of necessity. 

One night, after a supper date 
with Father Tom  Rowland’s 
friends, I was asked if we need- 
ed some chickens which they 
were planning to kill. I told them 
that we could always use any- 
thing they could give us. As they 
were going out the door they said 
that I could come over any time 
and kill the culls. A few days 
went by and Theresa told me to 
take care of these chickens. I 
called up our chicken donor and 
asked him not to feed them for 
at least 24 hours. The next day 
I was planning to kill them. It is 
easier to clean them after they 
have been fasting. 

Feast After a Fast 

The big day arrived for “op- 
eration chicken lickin’’. I pro- 
ceeded to make necessary prep- 
arations—like getting some news- 
papers, a box for the remains of 
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Pictured here is the Italian miniature section: St. 
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sharp axe. I went to the home 
of our future chicken dinners 
which would be gracing our plate 
soon. When I arrived they were 
busily clucking and making 
other appropriate noises. I found 
out that there were three hens 
and one old rooster waiting pa- 
tiently in their separation center. 
In due time they lost their heads 
over me. After they had been dis- 
patched and had shuffled off this 
mortal coil I brought home these 
specimens, presented them to 
Theresa who helped me defeath- 
er them. She cleaned the little 
darlings. We found out that old 
chickens are hard to pluck, but 
Theresa and I had a lot of pluck 
to do so after much soaking in 
warm water. 

As you can see, I still keep my 
hand in my old trade of animal 
disposal which I learned a lot 
from my former boss, Ronnie 
MacDonnell. I am glad I remem- 
bered these lessons which I learn- 
ed while living at the farm in 
Madonna House for three and one 
half years. 

What Does a Man Do? 

This is one of many jobs that 
are to be done here in Texas. I’ll 
tell you how my day starts. I 
rise at six a.m. and tidy up my 
room. At six-thirty a.m. I am in 
church at meditation until seven 
am. Then we say Prime. Break- 
fast is served afterwards and we 
discuss work schedules for the 
day. After that I study Spanish 
for one-half hour a couple days 
a week. 

Although my work day varies 
from day to day and from job to 
job there are certain things which 
have to be done. For example, 
checking the water level in our 
thousand gallon tank each day 
and when the tank is half empty 
I call up for another truck load of 
water. Cars have to be serviced 
with oil and gas and a record 
kept as it is used in each car. 
When needed the cars are swept 
out. On Saturday I see to it that 
the church is swept if the women 
of the parish or teenagers do not 
show up to do the job. 

On Sundays I make a bus run 
with the blue station wagon, 
leaving the church at ten fifteen 
a.m. to pick up boys and girls 
who live near the catechism 
center. Marilyn Williamson picks 
up the kids who live on the high- 
way, quite a few miles from the 
church. 

We can always tell when we 
are going to have a half-empty 
church at the eight and eleven 
o’clock Masses by the way the 
weather turns out. If it is cold or 
wet and damp or if the people 
attend a dance on Saturday night 
after a wedding our attendance 
dwindles. 

Marilyn teaches the children a 
few hymns and the responses to 
be answered during Mass. I serve 
both Masses and soon I will be 
reading the Gospel and Epistle of 
the Mass to the congregation as 
well as a commentary on the 
Mass. On Monday and Wednes- 
day I teach a group of fifth 
graders in Saragosa a class in 
catechism. Tuesday and Friday I 
teach in Balmorhea. I still have 
a lot to learn about teaching and 
each class is a new and refresh- 
ing experience. 

Father Tom has been teaching 
me a lot about maintenance on 
the house and cars. There is a 
lot of work to be done but there 
are not enough hours in the day 
to get the jobs done. So Father 








ONE MAN'S SCRAP 
IS ANOTHER MAN'S GOLD 


By Catherine Doherty 











One night I was praying before 
the Little Infant of Prague in 
our chapel. I have a tremendous 
devotion to Him. For after all, 
isn’t He the real patron of des- 
perate cases . . especially, finan- 
cial ones. I heard along the line, 
of legends—and if I may say so, 
heavenly gossip . . . that it is to 
Him that St. Anthony, St. Rita, 
and St. Jude—go, when their cli- 
ents come to them in their desper- 
ate needs. 

Be it as it may, I was praying 
to Him the other day . . wonder- 
ing how to raise money, which 
we need so desperately—not only 
for the farm instruments about 
which I wrote in another article 
in this issue of Restoration .. . 
but just little money to pay for 
little things. 

And it seemed to me that the 
Infant was pensive . . . as if this 
problem staggered Him too! So, 
we were both silent for a while. . 
and then, it seemed to me, as if 
He suggested that I should write 
it up — this need of mine—in this 
column. 

I must confess, that in all sim- 
plicity—I ventured to tell Him 
that money in any form, even 
pennies, is “nobody’s scrap! ! ” 
That it is “everybody’s gold”... 

It seemed as if He smiled a 
little—and suggested that I think 
this matter over. And that I pre- 
sent to our friends, the idea of a 
quilt. A quilt for Himself. Made 
of little pieces. . . tiny pieces . . 
of little money ... pennies. . 
dimes. . quarters . . and once in 
a while—for the green color of 
it ..a dollar or so. 

He seemed to think . . or so it 
seemed to me . . that there were 
lots and lots of people who would 
give a little of their “gold” in the 
shape of that money, to make 
Him a quilt—to wrap Himself in, 
for the cold nights that He finds 
sometimes on earth when He 
makes special trips to sce how 
everybody is doing. 

A quilt for the Little Infant of 
Prague . . made out of little pen- 
nies .. dimes . . and quarters — 
and what-have-you. That surely 
was a novel idea in begging . . 
and sounded like a fairy-tale for 
children. I must confess that I 
had my doubts .. poor sinner 
that I am. 

_ But, the more I thought about 
it—the more I liked the idea. For 
after all, when all is said and 
done... the fact remains—GOD 
LOVED US FIRST... AND TO 
THE CHILD-LIKE OF HEART. . 
THE PURE OF HEART . . THE 
WHOLE STORY OF GOD’S LOVE 
FOR MAN, FROM ABRAHAM 
UNTIL TODAY ...IS TRULY A 
FAIRY STORY, THAT ALSO IS 
THE ONLY REALITY THAT EX- 
ISTS IN THIS WORLD. To put 
it another way — it is the only 
real fairy-story known to man- 
kind. 

_So—though we still need no- 
tions, threads, and embroidery 
sewing . . though we still need 
remnants of your knitting wool. . 
though we still need sport equip- 
ment for our boys club—baseball 
bats, balls, gloves and such. . 

I am setting all these things 





Tom’s and my theme song these 
days is, “Some one of these 








our feathered friends and a good 
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aside in this issue—and asking 
for your pennies, dimes, quarters 


a quilt for the Infant of Prague, 
and to pay the little bills . . 

What little bills, did you say? 
Well, there is old Mrs. X. . who 
needs a special prescription filled 
that doesn’t come under the old 
age pension law. It is a_ dollar 
seventy-five. 

There is little Nancy, who has 
a nice First Communion dress 
that needs a veil . . two dollars. 
There is that little bill, for nails 
and a hammer used in our wood- 
working shop, to build the little 
shelf, as part of our work project 
for the youth around here. 

There are the special pair of 
shoes that had to be bought for 
a youngster who hurt his ankle 
badly. There is that bandage that 
we had to get for an old man’s 
knee, for we had none of _ these 
bandages in reserve. 

Little things .. for simple, 
humble people . . little bills . 
for the little quilt . . for the Little 
Infant of Prague . . part, or shall 
we call it a “SCRAP” . .this 


Let me know what you think of 
it, dearly beloved friends .. . 





Letter to 
St. Benedict 











Dear St. Benedict— 


I confess, I had to gather my 
courage to write this letter to you. 
And it is not yet big enough — 
that courage of mine—to send it 
directly to you. So, I am entrust- 
ing this letter to your good sister, 
St. Scholastica . . remembering 
that she had quite an influence 
over you, and that when you two 
didn’t see eye to eye... such as 
one night long ago—having talk- 
ed about God all day, and she 
felt like talking more about Him 
all night too—and you were in 
a hurry to get back to the Mon- 
astery . . . she asked the help of 
God. And lo, the great storm 
arose—and you had to stay, and 
her wish was fulfilled. You two 
spent the night talking about 
God! 


Well, maybe now, when she 
gives you this letter . . you two 
will talk about it—and maybe she 
again will help you to make up 
your mind about it, the way that 
she did then . . maybe! 

Anyhow, it took all my cour- 
age to write this letter. Because 
you are such a tremendous saint. 
The father of Western Monasti- 
cism. One of the most glorious 
saints of the Holy Roman Catho- 
lic Church. In your statues you 
appear very austere. But then — 
I read your rules, and I know that 
you are very humble and simple. 
And that you have a sense of hu- 
mor too...SoI gathered my 
courage—and here I am! Writing 
LO: VOU: xr 

You see, the letter is all about 
our farm, named in your honour 
... because your son works there 
. . . Ronnie MacDonnell — our 
chief farmer is.an oblate of St. 
Benedict . . . your own child! 

This farm has prospered under 
your care . . as your monasteries 
prospered—and still do! For you 
are a man of order. 

Now, this farm is vital to us. 
You know all about M.H., St. 
Benedict—and you know that it 
is actually and factually our life- 
line. It produces all the food that 
we eat—with the exception of 
sugar, tea, and coffee. For M.H. 
is two things in one, as it were. 
A Training Centre for our young 
lay apostles that go from here, 
through-out the North American 
Continent—to work in the market 
places thereof, to restore the 
world to Christ. 

And, nestling in its shadow, is 
the Rural Apostolate, that does 
much work in this beautiful sec- 
tion of Northern Canada. 

God is good to us, St. Benedict. 
And so is Our Lady. We get many 
vocations. Generous youth—male 
and female—come to give their 
lives to this Lay Apostolate of 
ours... and of God’s. 

But — even lay apostles, who 

take promises of Poverty, Chas- 
tity, and Obedience—and are wil- 
ling to live and work for Christ 
anywhere in the world . . . in fa- 
miliar and strange lands . . home 
and abroad ... must eat! And we 
have between fifty and sixty to 
feed in this house of Our Lady— 
and much of that feeding comes 
from the farm. 
_ But—you know all about farm- 
ing... your sons are experts in 
it. So, you will know that restor- 
ing poor land is also part of the 
Restoration of the World to Christ. 
It takes time .. time, and a lot 
of work. There is stoning to do. 
St. Benedict. . . we have so many 
stones that we need the help of 
machinery to really clear our 
land. It is good land — if we take 
the stones out. And there aren’t 
enough of us to do this job, in 
time. for plowing season. 

DESPERATELY . .. WE NEED 
A FRONT END LOADER FOR 
OUR TRACTOR. AND WHEN I 
SAY. .. WE NEED IT, I MEAN .. 
WE NEED IT URGENTLY. S.O.S. 





—and occasional dollar—to make 


! ! |! That means, Dear St. Bene- 


time . . of EVERYBODY’S GOLD! 





dict. . . THAT WE NEED FIVE 


.| HUNDRED DOLLARS ! ! I know. 


It is a terrible sum. It is an im- 
mense sum. But think of it! It 
will mean food for this generous 
youth that comes to us from Can- 
ada, USA, Spain, France, Ireland, 
Scotland . .. to give their lives to 
God. 

You understand, of course 
that we don’t want any luxury 
food ... just plain, ordinary, 
cheap, farm food .. . wholesome 
and nourishing .. so that grace 
might work on a healthy nature. 
And the years of service of this 
group, might be extended. 

You know too, St. Benedict that 
our farm produces ALL THE 
VEGETABLES (turnips, beets, 
carots, potatoes, cabbage, corn, 
etc.,) that we need. It also has to 
produce hay and grain for the 
animals (cows, chickens, sheep, 


te | 


-|pigs). We eat the meat of the an- 


imals ... drink the milk of the 
animals .. make our own cheese 
and butter ... and we hope also 
to produce enough grain, so as 
not to have to buy flour — but 
make our own — for that nice 
homemade bread that costs a 
fraction of the price of the not-so- 
nice, boughten bread! 

To produce this truck garden. . 
vegetable garden . . we have al- 
lotted fourteen acres of land... 
good land . . . that doesn’t need 
stoning. But—IT NEEDS SOME- 
THING ELSE. 

You know this Northern cold 
climate has a short season. And 
to plant by hand every little car- 
rot seed ... every little corn 
seed ... takes an awful long 
time—even with willing hands. 
We would have better crops— 

... IF WE COULD ALSO 
HAVE A SEEDER . . FOR OUR 
LITTLE TRACTOR. A VEGETA- 
BLE SEEDER . . . NOW! HOLD 
ONTO YOUR COWL! THAT 
COSTS . . . THREE HUNDRED 
AND FIFTY DOLLARS! 

Now you see, St. Benedict—that 
five hundred and three hundred 
and fifty add up to EIGHT HUN- 
DRED AND FIFTY IMMENSE 
DOLLARS. Will you please . . 


please . . . talk to your sons . 
the Trappists . . . the Benedic- 
tines of all types... and to all 


your daughters—and those of St. 
Scholastica, the Benedictine 
nuns everywhere — across. the 


USA & Canada. . and also will 
you talk to all the Oblates of St. 
Benedict—your own lay daugh- 
ters and sons... and explain to 
them the tremendous emergency 
that is ours. 

And move their hearts to help 
us out with that tremendous sum 
of eight hundred and fifty dollars. 
The. Abbots of. your Monasteries 
... are men of great charity, and 
men of great order—and of great 
and holy knowledge. Maybe .. . 
maybe ... you could talk it over 
with them. If each Abbey gave 
us, say—fifty dollars—in Canada 
and the USA . . we soon would get 
our eight hundred and fifty dol- 
lars. 

Forgive me for giving you 
ideas ... or making suggestions 
. .. woman-like, I forget my place 
once in a while. I am leaving it 
completely in your hands... 
yours and St. Scholastica. And I 
am praying to St. Gregory to give 
me his faith . . . the faith that 
moved mountains. 

Between the three of you, I am 
sure that we will get the eight 
hundred and fifty dollars. 

Thank you, St. Benedict! 
Thank you’ St. Scholastica! 
Thank you St. Gregory! 

Your humble servant, 
Catherine de Hueck Doherty 


LOOKS AT BOOKS 


The Fundamentals of Catholic 
Action, J. M. Perrin, O.P., Fides 
Publishers Association, Chicago, 
Mll., 1959, 74 pages. 

This essay is addressed to all 
those who, because they are 
Christians, have undertaken an 
action for the kingdom of God. 
The point of view taken up is 
that of the disciple who consid- 
ers the exigencies of the evangel- 
ical ideal and who together with 
his brethren wonders how he may 
raise his life to this level. Father 
Perrin has no intention of find- 
ing a substitute for love, for that 
ardent love which is known as 
zeal in Christian language, rather 
he attempts to discover its proces- 
ses. Nor for the Cross from which 
all Redemption flows: “Action 




















should be nothing other than the 
gift of self, a commital of self. 
Since it is love it is a meeting 
with God: God gives himself, but 
he only does so to him who gives 
himself likewise. He is love and 
only love can draw near him.” 

Dilettantes of Catholic Action, 
those who suffer from “Apostolic 
itch” or actionitis, will read this 
essay with benefit. It goes to the 
roots of the matter. Well worth 
buying and meditating. 

Of Human Love, Daniel-Rops, 
Fides Publishers, Notre Dame, In- 
diana, 1960, 58 pages, $.75. 
This excellent work of the famous 
M. Rops on Christian marriage 
will be valued by all those won- 
derful couples participating in 
the various marriage movements 
such as Cana Conference and the 
Christian Family Movement, as 
well as by all priests connected 
in any way with these groups 
whether as chaplains, pastors or 
lecturers. Taking the Bible as his 
guide, the author studies the love 
of man for woman and woman 
for man from its origins at the 
time of creation to its elevation by 
Christ to the dignity of a sacra- 
ment. A serious and beautiful an- 
alysis. 

Confession The Meaning and 
Practise of the Sacrament of Pen- 
ance, by the Community of St. 
Severin, Fides Publishers Associ- 
ation, Chicago, Ill, 128 pages, 
$3.25. 

This book is the outcome of a 
special report drawn up _ two 
years ago by the community of 
priests who serve the parish of St. 
Severin in Paris. It testifies to 
the fact that the doctrine and 
practise of the Sacrament of 
Penance, not yet fully developed, 
is coming into greater promi- 
nence. The first six chapters of 
this valuable little book deal with 
sin considered in its essence, that 
is, disregard, neglect, betrayal of 
God’s love, and ‘with penance 
considered as a return to that 
love; the point is stressed that 
we understand neither sin nor 
penance if we have no_ under- 
standing of God’s love, of Him 


-|Who loved us first. Confession it- 
-|self is then discussed not only in 


its individual aspect—the recon- 
ciliation of a man with God, but 
in its communal aspect—the re- 
conciliation of a sinner with God 
through the Church. There are 
enlightening thoughts on exam- 
ination of conscience, a magnif- 
icent formula which covers far 
more than the usual “examina- 
tions of conscience” do, — this 
formula will be highly useful to 
all, particularly retreat masters 
—an invaluable survey of sin and 
repentance in the Bible. The pres- 
ence of the penitential psalms at 
the end suggests the biblical in- 
spiration of much of the material 
in this book. 


It might be well to note here 
the wonderful opportunities that 
are afforded all readers nowadays 
through the _ publication of 
“paper-backs” to really build up 
a wonderful Catholic library at 
very small expense. We can think 
of the ‘Image Book”’ series; the 
“Lumen” series; the “Fontana 
Books”; the “Dell Books’, 
others. 

Also the Fides Publishers of 
Notre Dame, Indiana, have an- 
nounced that they are releasing 
a new series of pocket-size paper 
bound books—which will contain 
128 pages, and are priced at 95c 





and 


.'each, and are designed for distri- 


bution, through church and book- 
store reading racks, 





Circle and Cross 


By Sally Murphy 








A life without a cross 

Is a broken rosary. 

It hangs, limp and weightless 
From the hand of God. 


And all its days are run 
in endless circles 
And there is no escape: 
For there is no beginning 
And no end. 


For it is through this Crucifix 

That we truly enter into life, 

And count our days like beads, 

Crying “Hail Mary” at every 
one. 


And when the round of days 
has been completed, 

This same cross, like a key 

Unlocks the door 

To even greater Life. 
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